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Philistine Readers 


will be interested in a month- 
ly illustrated magazine that is 
devoted exclusively to litera- 
ture and its progress in Amer- 
ica and England. No person 
who lays claims to culture and 
wide reading can afford to be 
without The Bookman. 

To any reader mentioning 
The Philistine we will send a 
sample copy free of all charge. 

ADDRESS 
THE BOOKMAN 
151 Fifth Ave New York City 
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A BEAM OF LIGHT. 


A beam of light, from the infinite depths of the mid- 
night sky, 

Painted with infinite love, a star in a convict’s eye ; 

When lo! the ghosts of his sins were afraid and fled 
with a curse, 

And the soul of the man walked free in the fields of 
the universe ! 

JOHN JEROME ROONEY. 


* 


THE MOTHERHOOD OF GOD. 


HE blaming of Woman for the ills of the world 

is the crowning blunder of certaincreeds. The 
Fundamental Fact of the universe is feminine. The 
sublime allegory of the Incarnation, with the subse- 
quent installation of the homage to the Holy Mother, 
are dawn-hints of an eloquent and supernal truth. 
The song of all the stars, the mating-hymns of birds, 
the brooding of the dark-winged Night, the deep, 
unutterable moaning lullaby of the Sea to her child, 
the Land—all bespeak the Motherhood of the In- 
finite. 











THE MOTHERHOOD OF GOD. 


The Epic of Creation, written by man-hands, in the 
morning mists and yet cold from the night, accentu- 
ates the Fatherhood of God, and declares the male 
being his chiefest creature, his most perfect image, 
the end and aim of all his work. Such the version of a 
time that saw but the strong rock, the towering 
mountain, that gave shelter and security—the male, 
and saw not the rich valley, the fertile plain—the 
mother of the mountain, that gave sustenance and 
joy—the female. 

The spear was more potent than the wheel, and 
the spear wrote the story; but the song of the wheel 
did not cease. It has come down and grown fuller 
and deeper, till pouring now over the hills it strikes 
upon the ears of us dwellers in a better Canaan, and 
we hear the music of the wheel of the mothers and 
maidens of Jewry, and its song becomes the poem of 
creation, and we throw aside the prose of the spear. 

God did not make Man first, but Woman. All 
science, all philosophy, all nature teach it. Then 
caused God a deep sleep to come upon Woman, and 
he quickened a new life within her, a life like unto 
hers, yet different. Then was born the first male, 
the first man—her son! And she, the first of God’s 
creatures in God’s image—his mother ! 

Woman is the race. Did some malign star sweep 
all male creatures into the night of oblivion, animal 
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life would still exist; the song of its destiny would 
not cease. In woman’s vestal hands the great All- 
Mother has placed the sacred urn that holds the 
spores of life; yea, every being is in her keeping— 
the golden bow] that must not be broken! 

The fundamental fact in all its parts is very like. 
The mothers of the world are a unit. Be it the In- 
dian squaw bearing her babe in a rude basket upon 
her back, or the princess who receives upon her 
bosom her infant from the arms of a faithful nurse, 
the difference is but slight. The mothers of the 
world are very like, the fathers very different. The 
love of a father for his child is an acquirement, 
mother-love is the endowment of God. Thoreau 
well said that the character of the Nazarene was es- 
sentially feminine. The sympathy that embraced a 
race was but mother-love carried one step further. 

‘© Rachel weeping for her children, 


And would not be comforted—because they were 
not!’? 


Echoed down to us through the wilderness of years, 
comes that lonely mother’s cry—‘*‘ And would not be 
comforted—because they were not!’’ There is a 
meaning in these words that none other have: life, 
love, death, the wail!—the epitome tragic, but pro- 
found, the tragedy infinite, yet wondrously beautiful ! 
The noblest expression of paternal devotion, ‘*O 








4 THE MOTHERHOOD OF GOD. 


my son Absalom, my son, my son Absalom! would 
God I had died for thee!’’ breathes not such bound- 
lessness love, such endlessness of pain. 

** And would not be comforted—because they were 
not.”” Here is the lower beat of that majestic | 
rhythm of the universal truth as to which all other 
stories are but as wavelets in the swell. Here is the = 
lower beat, and do we seek the upper, it is yet a 
mother’s voice,—‘** These are my jewels!’’—If the 
Hebrew woman has given us the infinitude of the 
beat of the love-wave downward, the noble mother 
of the Gracchi has shown us its highest reaches into 
the heights of joy. 

The Fundamental Fact is feminine. Science, that : 
monster with a thousand eyes and as many ears, but 
one tongue, speaks back to us the Motherhood of the 
Infinite, the femininity of the creature. It sees in : 
the lowest realm of life beings like the other, and ‘ 
multiplying by a species of separation into two new 
beings of equal size, so alike that there is nothing to 
denote which the parent, which the child. But, a : 
httle higher up, and there is perceived multiplication al 
in which the old cell sends forth and free a portion of : 
itself, which can be called naught but its child; and ; 
lo! the first mother and her babe! Higher yet, and 
the new being is the result of the union of two dis- 
similar beings; and behold! the blessed trinity of 
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mother, father, child!—Such is the A B Cof the 
story of life. Reading further into that story, we 
see that not infrequently the male being, the father, 
is an extremely inferior product, and seemingly per- 
forms no function of existence save that of impregna- 
tion. Here is the drone: such the male bee in the 
hive. Again, however highly organized the male 
may be, he is ever a less highly organized form than 
his mate the female; as is readily and best seen in 
the realm of furtherest evolved life. Indeed, all 
testimony seems to tell that the origin of the male 
(the separation of a portion of the female from itself) 
was in order that that portion might venture forth 
into the environment, gather new experience, acquire 
new characteristics, and returning stamp them upon 
the offspring of its reunion with the mother-portion, 
the female. Thus might the evolving thought of the 
Infinite Divine Mother, brooding like a cloud over 
the earth, find more quickly and surely its shadowy 
counterpart in the sands of earthly being. 

Nature forever whispering afresh her secrets in the 
ears of her faithful votaries now lets us exclaim in 
these later days, with more clearness, if with no more 
fervor—‘‘Out of the mouth of babes and sucklings 
hast thou obtained strength !’’ All social development, 
all that may be summed within that most beautiful 
phrase ‘‘:he Humanities,’’ is traceable to the pre- 
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longation of the time of the necessary association 
between the parent and its child, that time known as 
the *‘ period of infancy.’? Hence arose the home; 
thence the clan, the tribe; from the tribe, finally the 
state as we know it. The little fishes have no home, 
but the child-birds have their nest, and the lion-whelp 
its lair. But the first home had but mother and 
child. So the germ of the home comes from the 
mother, for, though not grown perfect till subse- 
quently and with the father’s aid, thus early and 
alone, the wild mother making a bed for her first 
young puts down the first straws of the home-nest. 
And the sigh of that first babe in its mother’s arms, 
in that manger-home, fell upon no father’s ear! 
But the stars leaned from their battlements to listen; 
and that little cry, mounting up like a mist of morn- 
ing, ever growing, ever deepening—higher and 
higher—now rains from the skies o’er the universal 
earth, in showers of melody and light, the single, 
holy, loveliest name of mother. 

And thus the mother, as the originator of the home, 
and through all time its defender and preserver, is 
the true founder of society; her love its strongest 
bond; and in her hands its destiny. 

The Fundamental Fact is feminine. All the di- 
viner qualities find their source and most sublime ex- 


pression in Woman, Love, like a dove, lodges in 
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her bosom; unselfishness entered the world with the 
first mother’s babe. And all high actions revolve 
about two admantine spindles, or are votives to two 
goddesses,—Love and Unselfishness: Love which is 
Choice; Unselfishness which is Duty. 

That-the truest representation of the highest, of 
the divine on earth is feminine, the story of all our 
development affirms. For the race in its ever increas- 
ing onward progress, leaving behind as a river the 
rocky cradle of its birth and the tempestuousness of 
its youthful torrent, and flowing on, ever deepening 
and broadening, to a beautiful and majestic serenity, 
is leaving behind the harder, narrower, masculine 
qualities, the qualities of war and empire, of lust and 
avarice, of hate and doubt, and is assuming the 
gentler, broader qualities, the feminine qualities, the 
qualities of peace and freedom, of purity and gener- 
ousness, of love and trust. 

Tested then by necessity for existence, by useful- 
ness, by expressiveness of the highest reaches of the 
Divine in the human, the feminine is the fundamental, 
the abiding, the most real, the most true. 

The Man is the defender, the guardian servant of 
the Woman. He is her shield, her buckler, her 
strong tower. He is the keeper, but she the treas- 
ure; he is the priest, but she the oracle; the hand is 
his, but the voice is hers. 








A CHAPTER. 


may perish. We shall see no more knights with 
spears, and maids in towers; but Knightliness will 
live, for its white plume is truth—all nature declares 
it, and it is written in the stars! 

PEGRAM DaRGAN. 


- 


A CHAPTER. 


HE world had dealt very tenderly with him. He 

was out of College almost a year and he still 

had one or two ideals. He was manly and chival- 
rous and altogether refreshing and—something quite 
new for the Girl. Besides, he was good to look 
upon—dark as night, with the irresistible fascination 
of latent fierceness. I have told you, he had ideals. 
One night he thought he saw one of them. It was 
the Girl. She stepped out on the Portico, flushed 
from dancing, a soft diaphanous scarf thrown over 
her head, her great wondering eyes more innocently 
open than was necessary. She looked beautiful in 
the half light, and sweet, and stately. This she 
knew. The Boy looked at her adoringly, and she 
felt his gaze. She liked him for it, but she did not 
turn her head; she only consciously posed a little 
for his benefit. This was the least she could do, 
with her notions of the artistic fitness of things. 


The ideal of chivalry must live, though the idea 
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A CHAPTER. 9 


It all happened in St. Augustine last winter. I re- 
member seeing them together one morning, where 
the Sea Wall merges in the Fort. He looked naive- 
ly trustful and happy. . . . . I saw him a fortnight 
ago. He is a thorough man-of-the-world, debonnair 
and sarcastic, His eyes glint cold as steel, while his 
mouth is hard and laughs a mirthless laugh. 

The Girl did that. 

This is how: , 

Once on a time she, too, had ideals, and stellar 
aims, and bothersome notions of duty; but the futil- 
ity and hopelessness and irony of it all had entered 
her soul. For a while she was sick and purposeless, 
but not inactive, for somehow her cOnscience was 
smothered during that time. Perhaps a man was 
responsible for that; but, no matter. 

She soon brightened. Always ambitious, her am- 
bition took another turn—a social turn, She was 
wonderfully up in things—for a girl; her talk was 
fascinating, her gowns artistic. She ‘‘took.’’ Then 
she had a season abroad, with an Uncle who was 
Minister at a foreign Court, or something, and she 
used every inch of the situation, When she came 
back to New York, she wore a ruby that had been 
placed on her hand by a Nobleman. Not a bad 
showing. 

Of course when she ran down to St. Augustine, 
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for a bit of Lenten mortification, she did not wear 
the ring. It would spoil the sport. 

She took long strolls with the Boy—walks along 
the North Beach, where the frail pink and violet 
tinted shells were ruthlessly crushed. He grew ten- 
der and sentimental, then absurd, and she did not 
laugh mockingly as she should. I am afraid she 
really cared—a little. Anyway she cried, when on 
the boat, returning to New York, she told me of it. 
He had found out about the Earl and how mucha 
matter of business it all was. He did not utter a 
word of reproach. She wished he would; she was 
crushed, humiliated. 


The marriage was in May—May is for tears. Her 
husband is clever and diplomatic and with his wife, 
will be Prime Minister or something some day. 

The Boy still feels it keenly. He seems one of the 
kind who take such things seriously. In a year, or 
two, or three, he will very likely marry some little 
common-place chit with notions of economy and a 
pug nose. Doubtless she will make him much hap- 
pier than the Girl would. He may even tell of the 
Girl and wonder how the Doose—- * * * * * 

JOANNA FORTUNE. 





ADV.—The Savoy (London) has ceased publication. All 
subscribers who paid in advance will receive THE PHIL- 
ISTINE for one year on remitting us one dollar. 
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SONG OF THE WOMEN. I! 














SONG OF THE WOMEN. 


A WEALDIN TRIO. 
’ First Voice: 
When ye’ve got a child ’at’s whist for want of food, 
And a grate as grey ’s y’r ’air for want of wood, 
And y’r man and you ain’t nowise not much good; 
Together : 
Oh— 
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SONG OF THE WOMEN, 


It’s hard work a-Christmassing, 
Caroling, 
Singin’ songs about the Babe what’s born. 


Second Voice: 
When ye’ve ’eered the bailiff’s ’and upon the latch, 
And ye’ve feeled the rain a-trickling through the 
thatch 
An’ y’r man can’t git no stones to break ner yit no : 
sheep to watch— 
Together : 
Oh— 
We got to come a-Christmassing, 


Caroling, 
Singin’ of the Shepherds on that morn. 
Third Voice (more cheerfully): 
*E was a man’s poor as us, very near, 
An’ ’E ’ad ’is trials an’ danger, 
An’ I think ’E’ll think of us when ’E sees us singin’ 
ere; 
For ’is mother was poor like us, poor dear, 
An’ she bore ’im in a manger. 
7 ‘ogether . 
Oh— 
It’s warm in the Heavings, but it’s cold upon the * 
earth; 
An’ we hain’t no food at table, nor no fire upon the 
hearth; 
An’ it’s bitter, hard a-Christmassing; 
Caroling, 
Singin’ songs about our Savior’s birth, 
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Singin’ songs about the Babe what’s born; 
Singin’ of the Shepherds on that morn. 


Forp Mapoy. HUEFFER. 
- 
REFORM. 


The race could save one-half its wasted labor 
Would each reform himself and spare his neighbor. 


FRANK PUTNAM. 


¥ 
THE WONDERHOUSE. 


ERCURY, thou busy one, take thy staff from 
am out its corner and hasten to the business place 
of Messrs. Sabrinsky, Son & Co. Yesterday was the 
day of atonement; it has confessed Mr. Sabrinsky, 
Sr.; it has confessed Mr. Sabrinsky, Jr.; it has con- 
fessed Mr. Moses Aaronstein, the Co., that they, 
being a co-partnership duly organized by law, should 
receive, share and share alike, individually and 
jointly, for the benefit of said co-partnership only, 
the forty lashes, as ordained in the books of Moses, 
as a settlement in full of all and every sin committed, 
either singly or jointly, by the members of the afore- 
said co-partnership during the course of the past year. 

Mercury, thou wise one, hast thou forgotten what 
King Solomon said, he who spares the rod hates his 


son ? Go then immediately, lose no time, and count 
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14 
out truly and surely to thy three sons, mentioned 
afore, the well-earned forty lashes ; count them out 
upon yon part of the body and bodies, individually 
and jointly for the benefit of said co-partnership only, 
where the boney tissues are least plentiful. Let not 
relax the muscles of thy strong arm, and the high- 
rising trouser-dust shall be like the smell of sacrifice in 
the nostrils of Jehovah, and their howl, ‘‘ weih, 
weih!’’ like music in His ears. 

There goes one morning Mr. Sabrinsky, Sr., to the 
whosesale house of Schmul, Itzig & Co. and succeeds 
after a good deal of vocal exercise in buying from the 
largest importing house in the world, on 10 days, less 
2 per cent, 30 pieces of calico, a whole half-cent per 
yard below the market price, in well assorted designs 
(‘* antique ’’ patterns, as Mr. Schmul remarks jocosly ) 
and in full widths; a real bargain which nobody, so 
help him God, says Mr. Itzig, could obtain from his 
firm, except the gilt-edged house of Sabrinsky, Son 
& Co. 

In the meantime, with the valuable aid of Mr. 
Moses Aaronstein, the junior scion of the house of 
Sabrinsky unearths in some of the dusty corners of 
the establishment 9 7-12 doz. of gentlemen’s shirts of 
a wonderful cut and appearance, The day following 
the Continental Blower has the following advertise- 
ment: 
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THE WONDERHOUSE. 


THE TRIUMPH OF THE TWENTIETH 
CENTURY ! 





NEVER, NEVER IN THE HISTORY OF COMMERCE 
HAS AN EVENT OF SUCH FAR-REACHING IMPOR- 
TANCE OCCURRED! AGAIN SABRINSKY, SON 
& CO. PROVE ANEW THEIR RIGHT TO THE 
TITLE OF FOUNDERS OF A NEW ERA IN THE 
HISTORY OF OUR MODERN CENTURY ! ! 





30,000 dollars worth of dress goods, in fin de 
siecle shades, in the very latest designs, in end- 
less variety, artistically woven, printed in origi- 
nal patterns, in fine and finest qualities, in full 
widths, worth 49c, 69c, 98c the yard, offers to- 
day, the WONDERHOUSE of America, to an 
astonished public at 5c a yard ! 

Read and wonder—at 5c a yard! ! How so? 

The financial misery of the times compelled 
one of the largest manufacturers of these goods 
to offer for sale his entire stock. He needed 
money, he needed plenty of money, and he 
needed it at once! And what was more natural 
than that he should turn to the house of Sabrin- 
sky, Son & Co., to the WONDERHOUSE, in 
his dilemma? Cash talks loud. His tremen- 
dous loss is the public’s gain and adds a new 
link to the chain which connects the WONDER- 
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HOUSE with the grateful people of America. 
Come at once, come early; do not neglect the 
chance of a lifetime! 

800 doz. of gentlemen’s white shirts, bodies 
made of the very best of muslin; bosoms, neck- 
bands and cuffs of the finest of linen, hand- 
finished, provided with the latest improvements 
of the shirtcutters’ art, we offer today at the 
nominal price of 39c each. Too much stock ! 
Overloaded! The eyes of our buyer, figura- 
tively speaking, overestimated the capacity of 
his stomach and we must suffer and sell a gar- 
ment worth 98cat 39c. At first we intended to 
ask for his resignation, but when we examined 
his purchase closer, our love for a more than su- 
perior article compelled us to excuse him and we 
could well understand his mistake, which is OUR 
loss, YOUR gain. 

COME! COME! COME! 

To the Friday Bargain Sale. 
THE WONDERHOUSE, 
Sabrinsky, Son & Co., 

The World’s Greatest Retail Store. 


And the day following the good housewives hustle 
and jostle and rush and crush around the counters, 


fingering and pulling the tremendous, never-to-be-re- 
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When I write poems for the Lark 
I do not have to think, 











let my fingers chase my pen 
And my pen chase the ink. 


res 





OH, WHEN COULD BE THE 
UNIVERSE OUT OF OUR 
SIGHT ? 


pi. 4 HIEF am I, stepping into 

V/ ve) mystery—odorous silence! 

\ ) if Oh, the dark-garmented si- 

Sis 74 — breathing forth unto 

Prattles the chilliness 

(Alack, wind is she ?) 

Against my face; but stepping into 
the deaf Chief am I! 

My footsteps that sew the midnight 
earth, 

Chat with the already mouldered 
mortals :— 

Ah, the sounds of my shoes !— 

Alack! aren’t they the nails against 
the earth-breast ? 

Stop I on the earth; 

Chase after the dead sounds :— 

Where died out they ?—Vh, far away, 
far away 

Over the airy dreams of universe ! 

And found I at last the one star above. 

Oh, when could be the universe out 

of our sight ?>— 





Ah, indeed was there the deepness, 

The bottomless deepness at the be- 
gining! 

Alack, how could sink the cricket 
songs to the bottom of deepness ? 

Hear I ever their quivering flutes in 
the blindness ; 

Found I ever them but in the deep- 
ness ! 

Ah, my body and soul in my faith 
could not be down, 

Far down to a place, but the place 
where I am at this instant! 


—Yone Noguchi. 





“Who'll be 
the Snark? ’”’ 
“1!” said 


Noguchi. 


HE Escriipvein of THe PHILISTINE is just in re- 
ceipt of the following Spirit-Communication 
from the Shade of Edgar A. Pue: 


A few moments ago I was in the office of 7he 
Lark and saw Mr. Gelett Burgess mousing over a pile 
of Ms. that had been given him by Mr. Yone Nogu- 
chi. I tried to communicate with Mr. Burgess about 
it, but the dirty-dollar atmosphere of Doxey Street 
made it impossible for him, good fellow though he 
is, to hear me. That’s why I came here to East 
Aurora. Now by the use of my Crookes Tube I see 
that you, too, have some of Yone’s Ms. in the bot- 
tom of that right hand drawer. ‘Fhat’s all right— 
you better leave it there. 

Mr. Noguchi is the most innocent Jap on the 
poetic turn-pike. But you know the most innocent 
men on the road always sell the most goods; and if 
a woman is only innocent and ignorant enough she 





can seduce the best man in Syracuse, where I’m told 
there is still virtue left. 

Well, Yone has taken in Joaquin Miller, Gelett 
Burgess, you, and there are others. Yone read Joa- 
quin’s copy of my Poems and has read no other 
book, and as Joaquin never read the book (being a 
writer) he does not know but that all of Yone’s jum- 
ble is Yone’s ownest own. Queer too, isn’t it, how 
a Japanese should be in America but a few months 
and not yet understanding the language should be 
believed able to command the most expressive terms at 
once? And yet even you, who pride yourself on 
knowing something of men and books, should be ta- 
ken in! Or did you know better all the time and 
were just holding back to see what folks would say? 
I see that the Two Orphans in the Kate Claxton 
Building, Chicago, were flim-flammed too, but they 
don’t count, being Prodigals fed on veal and natur- 
ally having only a bob-veal discernment. 

I really think though that Yone is so innocent he 
didn’t know it was loaded, so should not be blamed; 
but I smile at you fellows who pose as critics—hav- 
ing your pictures in the Bookman (published by the 
Dodds, Meads & Persians)—for not being aware 
that innocence and ignorance are about as dangerous 
a combination as a gunpowder keg with the fuse at- 
tached. A little heat and away it goes! Of course 
the trouble is that you are all off on the trail for 
genius on short notice. You wish to vie as discov- 
erers with Doctor Nicoll. But even Doctor Nicoll 
does not know the difference between a Genius and 
an Industrious Person. American genius is not 
good enough for you; Scotch geniuses are too plen- 
tiful; Howells has his coon—ah! a Jap! sure, he’s 
the stuff! wow, wow, wow!! 





Now take a November copy of THE PHILISTINE 
and a copy of my Poems; turn to my poem, ‘‘ The 
Sleeper,’’ and you will see I say, 


I stand beneath the mystic moon 
An opiate vapor, dewy, dim. 
The entire last line is used by Yone and three words 
from the first line. 
Then a little further along Yone says, 


Wrapping mists about its breast, 
while I say, 
Wrapping fog about its breast. 

Then in my poem of ‘‘ Eulalie’* I say, 

1 dwelt alone 
In a world of moan, 
And my soul was a stagnant tide. 
Yone says, 
I dwelt alone 
In a world of moan 
My soul is stagnant dawn. 

Also note the use he makes of the words***‘ No 
More.’’ ‘This expression I use in ‘‘ To One in Para- 
dise,’’ in *‘ Zante’’ and also in various other poems. 
In my ‘Sleeper’? you willl see I use the words 
** bodiless’’ and ** fringed,’’ both of which Yone uses; 
and the word ‘*tenanted”’ that Yone uses you will 
find in my ‘‘ Al Aaraaf.’’ 

In Yone’s lines, ‘*The Midnight Winds,’’ pub- 
lished in the Chap-Book of July 1st, you will find the 
expressions, ‘‘ chilly sea,’’ *‘ misty dawn,’’ ‘boneless 
winds,’’ *‘sheeted memories,’’ *‘ inky light,’’ *‘color- 
less soul,’’—all which you will find in my 
‘*Dream-Land,’”’ ‘*Al Aaraaf,’? and ‘*The Dia- 
logues.”’ 





Mr. Noguchi might properly use a few of the fol- 
lowing expressions used hy me, but he should not use 
them all,for it shows a slavish clinging to one author: 
Time-dead, rush-rippled, mute harp string, tenantless, 
pillars of Heaven, vacuity in nothing, dissolving 
darkness, spiritual windbrooms, odorous mystery, 
earth-breast, opiate odor of colors, dark-garmented 
silence, the midnight earth, passion accurst, lullaby 
sound, moon-tints, sheeted memories, shrouded 
forms, fringed lids, unpurpled vapors, dark summer 
dawns, lolling lily pads, single-mooned eve, vision- 
ary wings, odorous heart, greenish grey, sounding 
sea, ghoul haunted, full-opened soul, voiceless harp, 
poetry sheets, disdainful discord, etc., etc. 

These peculiar, suggestive, far-reaching compound 
phrases never came to Mr. Noguchi—a man who has 
ut slight use of the English language—perforce, 
they could only come to a Master of English. To 
select the etymological bullion and coin these words, 
for me, murderéd sleep, ruined my digestion and 
ran me, head on, into an open switch of melancholia. 
All this with the help of sweat and lamp smoke, to 
say nothing of gin and bitters. In other words, the 
expressions this innocent Jap uses off-hand cost me 
my life. Still [ don’t blame any of you, you live in 
a rough-and-tumble world of dog eat-dog. But 18 
was only yesterday I heard Jupiter say he liked Joaquin 
Miller and thought well of Gelett Burgess. And as 
for the Jap, he isn’t half bad, for ddn’t he appre- 
ciate a mine of good siuff when he found it? 


A. 
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peated bargains. Here and there some good lady, 
blessed with a little more brain power than the aver- 
age shopper, makes some eontemptuous remarks 
about ‘‘ fake sales and fake advertisements,’’? and— 
goes away? Oh, no—buys something else ! 

No, no, they could never fool 4er; she buys some- 


thing else ! ! 

Oh, smart is Mr. Sabrinsky the senior, smarter 
yet Mr. Sabrinsky the junior, and whenever their 
combined smartness stands in need of a perfecting 
addition the noble pair may safely rely on the valu- 
able aid of Mr. Moses Aaronstein. 

They pinch my neck, they cut into my armpits, the 
shirts which my dear wife bought there, yet hardly 
can my trousers harbor the bunchy fullness of their 
tails. ‘* The salesman, and he understands his busi- 
ness thoroughly,’’ so says my dear spouse, ‘* guar- 
antees a perfect fit to every man who is not de- 
formed.’’ Thus reluctantly I am forced to believe in 
some invisible deformities of my anatomy and for my 
shirtly misery nobody is responsible but myself. 

Mercury, great god, they dare to compete with thee 
in thine own divine attributes !_ Doest thou remem- 
ber how in a similar case thy step brother removed 
from Marsyas’ body the impudent skin ? 


GOTTHOLD J. OLLENDORFF. 





























BEFORE THE FIRE, 


BEFORE THE FIRE. 


HE. 
How strange! Sweet love, I have been traveling back 
To the twilight field of first impressions, where 
Thy spirit first revealed to me my tack, 
Spreading a feast the while, but though I stare 
With eager eyes to find that happy morn, 
i cannot say what day my love was born. 


O Mary, Mary, Mother of love, 
Teach love all other things above. 


SHE. 


Hark to the wind! It blows so wild to-night 
I think perhaps ’tis loveless !—and so old! 
Find me its home, and trace its wayward flight 
For but one hour, ere thou essay to unfold 
The mystic ways of love. Why reason, dear, 
About the gates of love when love is near ? 


O Mary, Mary, happy and blest, 
Grant every heart this one great guest, 


HE. 
The gates of love! The reasons of the soul 
Pass reason, truly. Dear, if I could tell 
Just why, when all my heart you kindly stole, 
Just why, or one the smallest word could spell, 
Why love was born in me, I think that you 
Should doubt my love !—but this I cannot do. 


O Mary, Mary, full of grace. 


Grant love to all a little, litile space. 


WI 
\ 
Be 


We 
We 


NOTES. 19 


SHE. 
When Love Divine breathed out our souls, that die 
With Him, he ruled that we should meet and love: 
Because you, sweet, are you and I am I, 
We love! And more than this I would not prove. 
We love! Yes, Father! Praise on Him bestow! 
We love? And more than this no soul may know. 
O Mary, Mary, dweller in bliss supreme, 
Exntreat for those who sit alone and dream. 


CHARLES P. NETTLETON. 
¥ 


f SIDE TALKS WITH # SPS ooy 
THE PHILISTINES :Feoooy 
CONDUCTED BY THE EAST AURORA 
SCHOOL OF PHILOSOPHY. #PP9Pey 


And after all, is Nature really ‘* off color? ’’ 


As long as Steve Crane remained in East Aurora 
he was all right, and had he stayed here the Chicago 
‘ost would have no excuse for its ardent desire to get 
him to go to Chicago that he might be out of tempta- 
tion’s way and walk in the straight and narrow path. 
My! My! My!! 
There is a man by the name of Forrest in Boston 
who owns a little Jungle book called Paragraphs. 
If Forrest would clear the underbrush from his imagi- 
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nation and cease taking the stump for that sad, bad, 
mad Nietzsche, I would agree with him in his claim 
to being the smartest man in Massachusetts. 


When, in ’91, the London Zcho announced, ‘The 
Honorable Mr. Bill, from Buffalo, New York, in the 
States, is giving exhibitions of daily life in his native 
village,’’? * * it set the pace for Mr. W. L. Alden, 
who, in a late issue of 7ke Nineteenth Century, avers 
that ‘‘ the average citizen of the West has unbounded 
self-conceit and unbounded ignorance.”’ 


Here’s to the Editor of the Outlook! May he be 
always right, but right or wrong, mebbe. 


@In a recent lecture delivered in Syracuse Dr. Ham- 
ilton Wright Mabie took occasion to make a heart- 
jess prepense attack on Philistinism. Egad! and we 
are only waiting before tacking a ‘‘ For Rent ’”’ 
sign on the Oxélook office to decide whether the dam- 
ages shall be fixed at fifty or a hundred thousand 
dollars. 


@I am brushing up my French at present. At the 
last session of the class Le Professeur asked a young 
lady to give the English meaning of the word ‘‘Cafe,”’ 
and she promptly answered, ‘‘Saloon.’’ ‘Ah, ye 
mean Le Raines Hotel ?’’ replied the polite French- 
man. And we roared, of course. 
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@ Colonel Boyd was once dining at the country 
house of a Juke or something in good old Kent. The 
butler brought in the soup—tomato soup—and it was 
burned until there was a crust on it. Now the 
Colonel is a perfect gentleman and he ate his soup 
as though it was nectar; but all at once there came 
a British roar fromthe host, thus: 

** Wife, I si—the dam stuff is burned!! ”’ 

The wife seemingly paid no attention to the re- 
mark, but sweetly asked the Colonel if he liked con- 
undrums. 

** Yes, I dote on them,’’ replied the Colonel. 

‘© Well, why is my husband like the Venus de 
Milo ?”’ 

‘*T give it up,’’ said the Colonel, ‘‘why is he like 
the Venus de Milo?” 

‘* Because neither one is a gentleman.”’ 

And the Colonel ate his soup and said nothing, 

because there was nothing for him to say. 
Florence Turner sends me this cheerful bit with the 
information that she wrote it for 7Ae Hearse, the of- 
ficial organ of the New York Undertakers’ Associa- 
tion. But the organ, before the Ms. reached it (not 
on account of it), slipped into the Irish Sea: 


Some years ago a man saw fit to jump from the 
Brooklyn Bridge and died as a result of his foolish- 
ness. His admiring and grieving kinsfolks and 
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friends sent a floral bridge to ornament, for a space, 
his last home. Not long since another man died in 
New York, also as a result of personal indiscretion. 
He was electrocuted. Him his loving and sorrowing 
relatives sent a floral electric chair. And now in 
Philadelphia a great saw manufacturer has passed 
out, and among the floral decorations was an enor- 
mous buzz-saw with fifty-two teeth—one for each 
year of the deceased’s earth-journey. 

In relating these incidents I feel assured—some- 
how—that I have opened a new field to Florists. 
Let them come in and improve the shining hour. If 
some of them are slow to catch on to the advantages 
said to be obtainable in the new field, here are a few 
hints which when understood, present unlimited pos- 
sibilities in the combination of colors and flowers. 
For instance, a floral gallows, the ropes of smilax, 
the uprights and beam of carnations, the platform of 
roses and the late lamented in forget-me-nots. Floral 
axes, floral garrotes, floral guillotines, for those who 
met death at the earnest wishes of their fellow-coun- 
trymen. Floral buzz-saws for those who had mon- 
keyed with them as well as those who made them. 
Floral gunpowder kegs with lighted candles. 
Floral railroad wrecks; floral folding beds; floral 
trolly cars; floral check from a newspaper oflice— 
(the receipt of the real sure-enough article having 
caused the recipient to die of surprise); floral 
mangled remains and a floral busted gun; floral 
Indian and tomahawk; floral delirium tremens; bal- 
dersnatches, jabberwocks, snaix, dogs of all sizes 
and hues; floral kerosene can; floral boiler explo- 
sions; floral green apples and peaches of emerald 
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hue for the little Johnny Joneses and his sister Sue; 
floral toy pistol. By these suggestions I have loos- 
ened Florists from the trammels of harps with broken 
strings, vacant chairs, sickles, gates ajar, sot book- 
ays and like monstrosities. Let them thank me ac- 
cordingly. 

#I see that W. D. Howells is trying to make a play 
out of his old novel, Zhe Rise of Silas Lapham. 
This is like trying to make a whiskey punch out of 
with very little milk, You 
can even get along without a whiskey punch, but an 





plain milk and water 


imitation of one—oh, my! 


The First Fin de Siecle Church of East Aurora 
has replaced the bell with a steam whistle and has a 
calliope instead of an organ. 


#A man who owns real estate owns up in the air and 
down in the earth quite a ways. If his lot is only 
25x100 on the surface there is compensation in the 
fact that it is four thousand miles thick and five 
thousand miles high. A Chinaman can resist him 
legally if he goes more than four thousand miles 
down, but no angel cares how high he soars. Andit 
is a curious fact to the student of things that man has 
not only parcelled out the earth but in doing so has 
given title to the air. My attorney tells me that no 
man has a legal right to sail his balloon over my 
premises without my permission, and further than 
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that, I can warn him off and then apprehend him for 
trespass. In fact when zronautics are perfected, 
it will give rise to a whole new round of law business 
as to rights of way, keeping to the right, collisions, 
flying without lights, etc., etc. Let lawyers take 
heart. 


I have never read anything by James Lane Allen, 
so I do not care to express myself concerning his 
work; but that gifted woman, Marie O. Corbin, of 
New York, sends me this: 


In the beginning James Lane Allen created Butter- 
flies (serially), but the torrid atmosphere of Arcadia 
consumed them before their metamorphosis into book 
form. In his preface Mr. Allen decries realism and the 
erotic in literature from the Mother-Country, and then 
proceeds to out-Herod Herod in those very lines. 


Summer in Arcadia teaches that the sinful fruit of 
family trees is gathered in sorrow by guileless pos- 
terity. But why was it necessary for Mr. Allen to 
introduce a fine tooth comb into his argument? 

Daphne’s father ‘‘ stretched himself on the long 
green bench in the front porch and told her to get 
the fine tooth comb. It had been one of her duties 
when a little girl to be made to put him to sleep by 
combing the dandruff out of his hair.’’ 

To arm an heroine with a fine tooth comb and send 
her on a dandruff hunt, seems rather an unnymph- 
like occupation for a young woman bearing the clas- 
sic name of Daphne. Why not Diana—if names 
are symbolic? And why the /ron¢ porch? 
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It is to be regretted that all innocent girls do not 
have a guardian angel even in the homely guise of a 
bull—who would rush in where other angels might 
fear to tread, and avert disaster. Perhaps the author 
wishes his readers to infer that it was a sacred bull. 


And to think that Summer in Arcadia could have 
come from the pen of the author of Zhe Kentucky 
Cardinal ! 


Solomon says, *‘ A merry heart doeth good like a 
medicine; ’’ but the Bible as a whole takes things 
more seriously, and we used to read novels or look at 
plays to relieve the tension. To-day the novels are 
either too moral or too naughty for anything; and 
the plays are scandalous Scandinavian works of in- 
trospection, or enticements of the devil. I go a 
fishing ! 

Mr. Gardner C. Teall, Art Editor of What to Eat, 


writes me that my name has been placed on the free 
list. ‘* Hully Gee, what a snap dat is!’’ said His 
Whiskers when I told him of it, *‘say—can’t you 
work me an’ Weary in too? ”’ 


#To Mr. William McIntosh, author of ‘‘ The Literary 
Sweat Shop,’’ and Managing Editor of the newspa- 
per having the largest circulation of any daily be- 
tween New York and Chicago: When the flicker of 
winter sun falls faint on the Sanctum’s green and 
gold, the Slaves of Dailies sit them down and scratch 
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with their pens in the mould—They scratch with 
their pens in the mould of their forgotten graves and 
the sweat and the ink and the anguish start, as the 
Devil mutters behind the Perfecting Hoe: “ It is 
pretty, butis it Art ?”’ 


@ There is a certain cultus known as ‘ Muscular- 
christianity,’’ the distinguishing feature of which is 
a final appeal to force. In Augustine Birrell’s life of 
Charlotte Bronte there isan account given of a cer- 
tain Church of England clergyman, Rev. Mr. Grim- 
shaw, who would give out a hymn of fourteen stan- 
zas and while the congregation were singing it, would 
slide out of the chancel, taking a horse whip that he 
kept hidden behind the altar, make the rounds of 
the ‘* publics ’? and whip the gin-soaked loafers in to 
prayers. Peter Cartwright used to resort to the 
knock-down-and-drag-out argument on short notice, 
and once whipped a Catholic who had disturbed the 
meeting until the fellow agreed ‘to love Jesus in 
Methodist fashion ’’ if the preacher would take his 
thumb out of his eye and let him up. Muscular- 
christianity should be respected on account of the 
frankness of the name in which it delights, for it 
surely is a totally different thing from Christianity, 
which smitten turns the other cheek, and reviled re- 


viles not again. Whenever a religious body seeks to 
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force its beliefs on a community, it is simply because 
a certain per cent of its individual members have 
ceased to be Christians and accepted instead as guide 
and staff for their daily walk M.C. Any man who 
knows but tuppence worth of history is aware that 
Catholic and Protestant alike have time and again 
resorted to force to prove their case, with result al- 
ways unsatisfactory in the end. 


And so my friend John J. Keane has had a dash of 
cold water flung in his face by a clique of foreign 
priests who in their ignorance and blindness supply 
Apaism its excuse for being. 

Keane seems to me so great that the titleof Bishop 
adds no dignity to his character, any more than 
‘¢ Sir’? would have added a cubit to Shakespeare’s 
stature. And yet I will call him ‘‘ Bishop Keane,’’ 
for I certainly would not speak with disrespect of the 
office. Once upon a time I went ‘to Bishop Keane 
and asked for a letter of introduction addressed to 
all Bishops and Priests in Ireland. It was a collos- 
sal request to make of a man whom I had never met 
before. Bishop Keane did not ask whether I was 
Catholic, Protestant, Infidel,or Philistine, but after a 
few simple questions as to my errand in Ireland he 
said, ‘* Yes, my son, I’ll gladly do anything I can to 
add to the pleasure of your trip.’? And with his 
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own hand he wrote out such a gracious letter that I 
showed it just once in Ireland and no more. For it 
caused much hot runnings to and fro for meat and 
drink, swift dispatching of messengers for carriages, 
arrangements for receptions, freedom of city in gold 
box, and such postponings of all christenings, wed- 
dings and funerals, that I locked up the letter of in- 
troduction and now only keep it as a memento of 
one of the sweetest-souled, gentlest, strongest, 
brainiest, most lovable men I know. Gentleness, 
back of which is only weakness, is pitiable; but gen- 
tleness buttressed by a splendid masculine strength is 
godlike. And so someone has endeavored to affront 
and humiliate Bishop Keane—frank, generous, in- 
telligent John J. Keane—Keane, beloved alike by 
Protestant and Catholic wherever liberty is prized! 
I’m sorry, but what says Keane? Nothing, he ac- 
cepts the situation, and reviled reviles not again. 


#I understand that in the focus of hand-me-down 
culture a new calendar is being prepared. In it B. 
C. does not mean Bliss Carman, it means ‘* Before 
Chautauqua,”’ and A. D. is ** Anno Duncani.”’ 


A story of the Jean Valjean order, but with a re- 
verse movement, comes from Asbury Park, which 
metropolis of applied religion, by the way, is almost 


as fertile in eccentric crime as Chicago. A negro 
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burglar tried to devour a widow’s house, like a Phar- 
isee of old, though why he went under cover of 
darkness I can not guess, Asbury Park being a Phar- 
isee center. He choked poor old Mrs. Vail till her 
eyes stood out, to get her money and jewels. She 
negotiated for breath enough to say she had none— 
nothing but some flour and potatoes. ‘* What! no 
tea, no coffee, no lard or butter? ’’ exclaimed Robert 
Macaire in black face, with a bouffe attitude. ‘* No, 
nothing,’’ gasped Mrs. Vail. The burglar released 
Mrs. Vail’s wind and departed, saying a box of gro- 
ceries would reach her next day. Sure enough the box 
came and what do you think that woman did? She 
put a New Jersey detective on the string that tied the 
packages, and he traced it up, Theseus fashion, to 
the grocer who sold the goods and the darkey who 
bought them, and that gallant burglar is now in Free- 
hold jail. A corps of expert Pharisees are at work 
on the moral of the tale. It will be announced when 
deciphered. 

Preston Kendall, the foremost playright of Colo- 
rado, has written a tragedy—and worse, he has sent it 
to me toread. Here is a part of his address to the 
players—and stage carpenter: 


Double set. Lower stage representing office of 
hotel. Upper stage corridor of first floor. Practic- 
able elevator C. descending. His Juveniles, with 














30 NOTES. 


arms bound behind him, discovered L. C. upper 
stage. Enter R. L. E. His Heavies and Her Jig- 
steps struggling. He forces her under the elevator 
C. Hyde biz. for His Heavies. Red mediums on, 
(Music cue ‘‘ At ]-hast I have yez in me pee-our! ” 
Chord.) His Juveniles leaps up balustrade and 
hanging by his heels catches descending elevator in 
his teeth. Her Jigsteps oozes through screen, chlo- 
roforms His Heavies and drags him beneath the ele- 
vator. His Juveniles releases elevator and turns 
back flips to C. to form picture with Her Jigsteps for 
Curtain. Picture for second curtain: His Juveniles 
and Her Jigsteps tripping gleefully X to R. L. E. 
Bless-you-me-Children enters R. L. E. and meets 
them R.C. To balance the stage Board of Health 
and Hose Company confering L. C. up stage. 


Dr. Chauncey M. Depew has written me that he 
will join the Society of the Philistines, and attend 
the Annual Dinner provided we will find a man to 
live up to his ideal. There are several men ready to 
step into the breach provided Dr. Depew will reverse 
the conditions. 

At Stratford I bought a souvenir spoon made from 
Colorado silver and bearing the stamp of the ubiqui- 
tious Tiffany. This in honor of the man about whom 
Ignatius Donnelly of Minnesota has written such an 
entertaining book. 


 There’s a suspicious likeness in type, paper and il- 
lustrations in the various nickel and less magazines. 
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I don’t like to suggest plate or Five Points syndicate 
—but there it is. Talk about the similarity of two 
peas! Nature never made anything so like. Can- 
non balls couldn’t be more puzzling, twins or triplets, 
as the case may be. No, I don’t object toit. Indi- 
viduality is a good thing, but it’s a luxury, and edu- 
cation is a primary need. Those who have feasted 


peels 


awhile on melodrama encased in the fire colors will 





i come to thoughtful grays and duns later on and take 
j their philosophy at the tap. Acquired tastes are 
3 best, not because they’re acquired but because they’re 
4 a later and higher endowment of nature. But there 
‘ must be milk for babes and chili sauce for the palate 
1e 4 unprepared for olives and the pallid blood of the 
1d 3 ghostly mushroom. 
io 6 It had to be and it has been. All the category of 
to ta horrid pictures of Li Hung Chang, including the 
€ | Grant duet, is in a late number of A/c Clure’s. Now 
i I shall look for a series in the Ladies’ Lome Fournal 
n $ on ‘* How I win my victories in Japan,’’ on a wall 
- & paper background, with flat illustrations. 
a 
i j The unanimity mills grind ever and they grind ex- 
a § ceeding small. Centuries of enforced unanimity 
have broken the spirit of men. A special color is 
- forced upon the mind by relentless logic and ruthless 


argument, backed up by threats of punishment now 
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and hereafter. They have produced, what? A 
Mrs. Jenkins brand of civilization that plumes itself on 
being quite the highest and best that ever existed. 


So Jigsteps was ‘leven minutes late at the rehearsal 
—bridged on North Clark street, she declared. But 
her excuse did not go; the stage manager fined her 
one day’s pay. 

‘** Did she kick ?’’ I asked Padmarx, who was tell- 
ing me the tale. 

‘Did she kick? Well, I should remark—she 
kicked straight from the shoulder! ! ” 


Over the door of his library Arsene Houssaye had 
carved this motto from Pythagoras: ‘‘Hold thy 
peace or improve on the silence.’? M. Houssaye 
wrote eighty volumes and when he lectured he spoke 
for two hours. 


Wanted, by the Editor of Zown Topics, some in- 
formation as to what the topics of the town really 
are. A liberal reward wil] be promised. 


The literary business of James Knapp Reeve is 
booming right along. A new twenty-horse-power 
boiler has been put in; and it is announced that 
hereafter all Ms. must be delivered by Aspirants at 
the elevator entrance instead of being dumped on the 
sidewalk, 
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GS: WIFE, 
By Julia Ditto Young, 
“ Thistle Down,” * Adrift: a Story of Niagara,” etc. 


Five hundred and ninety copies 
printed on smooth Holland hand- 
made paper, and twenty-five on 
Tokio Vellum paper: Bound in 
boards and antique silk; Every 
copy numbered and signed by 
Mrs. Young. Price on Holland 
paper, $2.00; Vellum, $5.00. 8% s&% 

Fairly Byronic in its gay touches of reckless humor. 
The wit flashes spontaneously, and the learned al- 
lusions are copious and apropos.—Buffalo Courier. 

Like an April day she is full of moods, now poetically 
fervent, anon brilliantly sarcastic, humorous, phil- 
osophical.—Rochester Hera/d, 

She weaves in a vocabulary limited only by the Eng- 
lish language. It isa gem, each facet to be studied 
again and again.—Buffalo Lnguirer. 

A very beautiful book, not without novelty in plot 
and treatment, and with some situations which 
have real dramatic strength.--Newark Sunday Call, 


A masterly piece of work, radiant with life and 
truth—a romance of vast dramatic power and 
worthy of the strongest praise.—Boston Herald, 

Told with fleeting fancy and strayings beyond the 
pale. The flavor of Byron is in it, and of Brown- 
ing yet more plain, and yet the substance is the 
author’s own.—Salt Lake City 77ribune. 


Author of 


THE ROYCROFT PRINTING SHOP 


East Aurora, New York 


seu 


THE CONSERVATOR, 


RINTED MONTHLY IN 
HILADELPHIA. 


Annual Subscription Price, One Dollar. 


HE attention of persons interested in Walt 
Whitman is directed to The Conservator, in 
which, along with the presentation of other views 
affecting freedom, democracy, ethics, solidarity, 
there appear special studies treating of the signifi- 
cance of Walt Whitman’s appearance in history, 
written in part by men whose personal relations to 
Whitman, often whose genius, give their utterances 
great importance and offer special reasons why read- 
ers of books and lovers of man cannot afford to ig- 
nore or neglect their contribution. 
The Conservator in setting forth the Whitman ar- 
gument in all its shades, has made for itself a dis- 
tinct place in the literature of America and of our 


time, 
Kye 
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ON GOING TO CHURCH 


By GEORGE BERNARD SHAW, 
author ‘“‘ Quintessence of Ibsenism,”’ 
* Arms and the Man,”’ etc., etc. (Au- 
thorized Edition.) This book is done 
throughout in the best Roycroft style: 
Romanesque type, Kelmscott initials, 
Dickinson’s Dekel-edge paper, wide 
margins 4% Price, stoutly bound in 
antique boards, One Dollar. 
The Roycroft Printing Shop, 
East Aurora, 
N. Y. 





NEWSPAPER CLIPPINGS. 
We have the greatest Reading Room in the World 
and clip from 15,000 publications of all kinds. 

We receive them direct from the publishers, every 
issue, and furnish clippings on all subjects, $1.00 
per month and upwards. 

Material for Speeches, Books, Sermons, Lectures, 
Special Information, Scrap Books, etc. 

Write for particulars 


THE CHICAGO PRESS CLIPPINGS BUREAU 
36 La Salle Street, Chicago 








The Success of 


“ Little Journeys,” 


First issued in 1894, prompts us to continue the 
series. For 1897 we announce the following subjects: 


1.—ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING, 
2.—MADAM GUYON, 

3-—HARRIET MARTINEAU, 
4.-—CHARLOTTE BRONTE, 
5-—CHRISTINA ROSSETTI, 

6.—ROSA BONHEUR, 

7.-—MADAM DE STAEL, 
8.—ELIZABETH FRY, 

9.—MARY LAMB, 

10.—JANE AUSTEN, 

11.—EMPRESS JOSEPHINE, 

12.—MARY WALSTONECRAFT SHELLEY. 


@ Each booklet will treat of a recent visit made by 
Mr. Elbert Hubbard to the home and haunts of the 


person named. Issued monthly: Price 10 cents 


per number or $1 a year. 


G. P. Putnam’s Sons, 


37 West 23d St., New York, and 
24 Bedford St., Strand, London. 











HUMANITY, 


A Monthly Magazine of Social Ethics. 
“No other on Earth like it!” 


hree mont! 
If your 


HUMANITY, Kansas City, Mo. 


A New York 


The Boston Foreign Book Store. 


( 


New ks receive 


CARL SCHOENHOF, 


NY BOO}! 





QUATRAINS. 


- 
THE LIAR. 


That Truth is naked there’s no doubt : 
The fact puts me in proper light ; 
You see, I dare not look at her, 
My modesty forbids the sight! 
—Haroitp MacGratTH. 





- 
DENIAL 


*T cannot starye.. I know too well,” I said, @ 


aa 


“ One cannot live on Beauty as on bread ; 
Art is too long: her devotees are few 
Who earn”—Three times outside a cock® 
shrill crew. % 
—JOHN OAKMAN. 





